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“For Me” 
is for me. 
As humans 
we get pleasure 
immense 
sharing 
with our fellow-beings 
our experiences 
and feeling 
which provide 
to our lives 
sustenance. 

But as the scope for sharing 
these feeling is 
getting limited day by day 
there is a need to soliloquize 
and talk to yourself 
to live 
and survive. 

It twas, therefore, 
on my part natural 
to silently talk to myself 
for my survival. 

As by writing them 
I've achieved my wish 
there was no need to publish. 
But as part of our lives’ sustenance 
rests on recollecting 
our past experiences 
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I thought of publishing them 
to relive my experiences. 


The poems are, thus, 


my photograph-album and plus 


my feeling 
for reliving 
and a series 
of silent soliloquies. 
lf others had times 


to listen to the themes 


of these poems 


and 1 had the memory 


to retain them 
there was absolutely 

no need to write 
and publish them. 


Manmatha Kundu 
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Anandapur 


Ghasipur. 

"Please hurry up 
the boat will leave 
for Anandpur." 

1 was surprised. 
Never ever 

have | heard 
strangers expressing 
so much concern 
in my place. 

The boatman 

gave me back 
nine coins 

in exchange of 

my ten-rupee note 
without a grumble. 


The river from above 
looked like the udder 

of a milch cow 

that was about to 

go dry. 

While crossing the river 
on a dilapidated boat 

| saw the new bridge 
joining two sides 

at wrong points 

which from a distance 
looked like a landscape painting. 
| was little uncomfortable 
with my full shoe. 
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But had no problem 
after getting down 

as few black stones 
conveniently placed 
saw me through 

the ankle deep water. 


Reaching the other side 
of the river 

! looked for a rickshaw 
but was not disappointed 
a bit finding none. 

1 thought of 

my Director. 

How helpless 

he would have felt 

in this situation ! 

The name 'Sarat' 

would have dropped unaware 
when there was neither 
the vehicle nor the driver 
nearby anywhere. 


| walked like a 

foreign tourist 

with my bag 

on my back. 

The mango plants 

on both sides 

had gone mad 

with their unusual blooms that year. 
Enchanted by their sweet smell 
| reached the school! 

two kilometres away 

unaware. 

It was difficult 
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to miss it 

as it stands alone 
gigantically 

at the end 

of the small town. 
At 8.30 morning 


the school! looked deserted. 


'lt can't be a school' 

| had the uncanny feeling. 
But | marked 

the presence of 

my RPs camping there 
from their familiar lungis 
spread over 

the school fields to dry. mW 
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On the Way to Bhawcanipatna 


Half-washed away 
by flood 

the old bridge 

on the Tel river 
cranes at 

the tall and smart 
new bridge 

that gives way 

to a hairpin bend 

at the end. 

The bend 

after a while 
translates itself 

into a curved line 
the hills on one side 
and the river 

on the other 

giving us company 
for a mile. 

Then suddenly 

the Te! disappears 
without letting us know 
leaving behind only 
trails of white sand. 
Distant hills 

squat in groups 

like old men 

clad in green-grey 
loin clothes 

their legs not visible 
in mute winter evening. 
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The trees 

not far away 

with long stretch of 
cobwebs on their heads 
look like pagodas 

in a row. 


Suddenly { thought of 
Phuli Jharan 

the wooden 

forest bungalow 

the wild steep river 
the tiger pug marks 
the smell of the 

wild turmeric leaves 
the simple tribal women 
and the crafty coastal! 
forest officials. sm 


20.07.96 
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From Bhawanipatna to Khariar 


When the van 
headed towards 

a road 

that goes out 

of the town 

| could guess- 

they had already 
picked up their luggage 
from the hotel 
allowing me no time 
to say good bye 

to the town. 


On our way 

a tribal woman 
bicycled her way 
to her work place 
and a young 
rickshaw puller 
dressed like 

a college boy 
proudly plied 

his rickshaw. 

lI quite liked 

the transformations. 
The downtrodden 
had learned 

to live with 

dignity and honour. 


After a while 

a little girl 

on the road side 
gesticulated 
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a threat at us. 
Gone are the days 
when her friends 
in the past 

hid themselves 
at the sound 

and the sight 

of a Diku. 

She cannot 

be sold 

at Amlapalli. 

If sold 

I'm sure 

she'll find her 
way home. 


As we proceeded further 
the distant hills 

all around 

looked like 

the temple of 

Rajarani 

displaying 

the archaeological motif 

‘temples within temples'. 


The road 

at places 

was strewn 

with mohua flowers 
their smell 

all around 

casting over us 

an intoxicating smell. 
And quite unaware 
we are 

straight at the heart 
of Khariar. =n 


21.07.96 
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Paradeep 


The Nehru Bangla 

is no longer a bungalow 
but a locality 

with unlocal locals. 
The non-resident 
huge stones 

that seem 

to protect them 
from the sea 

bask in the opulence 
of sea-surf but 

long for their forest 
and hills far away. 


Patches of casurina trees, 

a few rootless, 

casual, 

high-rise flats 

and the stretch of 

unending sand 

remind one of 

Arab countries 

minus their dates and palms. 


The yellow moon 
hangs far away 

on the horizon 
stretching its golden 
conveyor belt 

on the sea 

to the shore 

for the loading 
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and unloading 

of emotions. 

The seemingly 
calm-surfaced sea 


harbours disturbed feelings. 


The outwardly calm, 
temporarily stationed 
ships at a distance 
wait to unload 

their cargo 

and dream of 

leaving home soon. 


The non-resident 
inhabitants 

of Paradeep 

like the stones 

that seem to 
protect them 

from the sea 

live in opulence but 
long for their 
homes far away. mm 


12.12.95 
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Sun-Set at Rihand Reservoir 


The angry Renu 

spills its wrath 

over one thousand 
square kilometres 

of space. 

The thermal plant 

of Shaktinagar 

overlooks the spilled water 
beaconing its counterpart 
on the otherside. 

They converse 

in streams of 
unmodulated 

metallic voice, 

the voices spilling over 
the spilled water. 


Half an hour 

behind the time 

scheduled 

our power-boat 

left for Rihand 

over the spilled wrath 

along with the metallic voices. 
It moved, 

creating watery 

highways behind. 


The distance 

transformed the chimneys 
we left behind 

into minars 
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of ancient mosques. 

The Sun hanged 

like a Davis lamp 

on the coal-dust sky: 
spreading its gold-grey 
conveyor belts 

on the water. 

The dusty hills 

got lost among 

the mounds of earth 
dug out of coal mines. 
The criss-cross 

electric lines 

across the towers of steel 
looked like cobwebs 

on barren leafless trees. 


The plain 

high lands 

on the horizon 

with regular mounds 

of dug out earth 

looked like 

NTPC coal-carrying trains 
that rattle back and forth 
between the mines 

and the thermal stations. 


The Sun went down 
creating a void 

like one created 

when the coal is lifted 
out of a mine. 

The Rihand thermal! plant 
is now nearer 

but indistinct. 
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It looked like 

a stationed cargo ship 
with two conspicuous 
dicks on board 

and its chimney 

looked like a lighthouse. 
The grafted beacon light 
sparked like the lights 
of a landing plane 
creating pleasant confusion : 
chimney or light house ? 


As we disembarked 
"Beaware of crocodiles" 
greeted us unaware. 

Is crocodile a dog ? 

A dog a crocodile ? 

A lake a river 

and a river a lake ? 

We are pleasantly confused 
and our souls 

begin to spill 

with the metallic voices 

into the spilled water 
creating a void in us 

like the one created 

when the coal is lifted out. mm 


21.12.95 
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Karanjia 


Karanjia 
your silence 
disturbs me. 


Pressure of work 
and laziness 
connived. 

I reached late 
very late 

around 2 A.M. 


Tired of waiting 

you have slept 

with your face down 
your doors wide open. 


The sal flowers on 

your hillock gava 

looked like white cranes 
against black sky. 

The silver filigree 

pan leaf 

squatted on it, 

its braid-like 

chains in disarray. 


Your hair 
smoothed with 
neem oil 

glistened, 

only one-tenth 

of your face visible 
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a silver filigree 
grass flower 
squatting on 
your nose 
permanently. 


Your pythoned-torso 
smoothed with Karanja oil 
was partly covered 

with a ravishingly 
red-bordered 

white saree. 


| only imagined 

the Sadhab bahu 
sindur on your forehead 
and of your 


mushroom-tipped breasts. 


The eternal urge 
in me 

gave way to 
superior feelings. 


Afraid of 
waking you up 
I tiptoed into 
the next room. 


Next morning 
feeling like a 
day-old foetus 
in your womb 
| failed to 
wake-up. 


Karanjia 


your silence 
disturbs me. mm 


18.10.95 
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Maa Tarini of Ghatagaon 


Around your 

immediate 

sanctum sanctorium 

few wild emaciated 

forest creepers and plants 
choked to death 

by red ribbons, 

brass bells 

and concrete structures, 
remind me 

of your honest 

and humble origin 

and of your 

“humble and honest devotees. 


Simple tribal folk 
walked long distances 
carrying fresh fruits 
{coconuts unheard of} 
uncastrated goats, 
black budding roosters, 
sindur and sal leaves 
to worship you. 

Their prayers 

simple, legitimate 

and straightforward 
more related 

to the community 
than to individuals 

to cure them 

of deadly diseases, 

to bring good harvest 
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just enough 
to meet their basic needs. 


But now 

clever and crafty people 
come to you from 

far off places 

in cars, jeeps and buses 
their expenses often 

met from government 
funds and scams 

with loads of coconuts, 
incurable sins 

and unsatiable desires. 

And they pray 

to get rich 

overnight 

through corruption and scam 
and to fulfil immoral! wishes. 


And you Maa Tarini 
have become a party 
to their sins 

and crafty designs 
and they in turn 

have built for you 
marble palaces 

from ill-begotten money 
earning illegally 

from scams of fodder 
urea and sugar. 


But Maa 

you should 
rather be careful 
or else 
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you'll be 

in serious trouble. 
As per the present 
trend now 

who gives bribes 
like Mr Rao 

may get a bail 

but one who 
receives the gain 
like Suraj Mandal 
and Sibu Soren 
will surely 

land themselves 
in jails. mu 


25.11.96 
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Rainbow at Rajmahal! Square ! 


Rainbow at Rajmahal Square ! 
The bow that bridges 

the earth and the sky 

is now bridging 

the East-West Restaurant 
and the Kenilworth's tower. 


Quite comfortable 

at teaching 

ba gha ni sha 

ha la na 

'The Rainbow’ 

and ‘The Bangle-Seller'. 

But | didn't know myself 

what to do with 

this sudden treasure. 
Rainbow at Rajmahal Square ! 


OK near a village, 

a mountain 

and a river 

but quite out of place 
and outiandish here 

at the Rajmahal Square. 


Who eats oranges these days? 
and have time to see 

rainbow opposite sunrays? 
Accustomed to see 

oranges and pine apples 

in neatly sealed bottles 

| was, as if, 
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face to face with raw 
oranges and pine apples 

and was not prepared 

for the grand sight rather. 
Rainbow at Rajmahal Square ! 


Too comfortable with 

the Indradhanu Market 

and the Rainbow Nee! poster 
and of course with 

the rainbow 

in ‘The Bangle Sellers' 

| was shocked 

to find rainbow 

at Rajmahal Square 

and luckily though 

quite unaware 

the thick traffic 

drifted me towards 

the Station Square. 

Rainbow at Rajmaha! Square ! us 
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Autumn Afternoons 


Who says Autumn 

is the season of 

mellow fruitfulness ? 

If you're married 

and your 

spouse working too. 

If you too 

have children 

and all of them are away 
during a long holiday 
the loneliness 

of Autumn afternoons 
will torture you to death. 


The darkness dawns early 
even without the window curtains on. 
It's dark at four thirty. 

Your neighbours 

even the birds 

turn unusually calm. 

And to make the matter 

still worse that afternoon 

my quarrelsome noisy 

ground floor flat mates 

had left for Delhi. 

The lonely Autumn afternoons 
will make you feel 

the absence of 

a nagging wife 

a naughty son 

and the noisy neighbours. 
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The loneliness 

of that Autumn afternoon 
chased me to my roof top. 
The roof was 

unusually calm, 

none on their roofs. 

The flats all around seemed 
empty and peopleless. 

| looked to the sky 

for a friendly support. 

A few lonely kites 

their sources unknown 
making fruitless 

attempts of contact. 


Two of them succeeded finally 
and had together 

a good time for a while 
flapping in unison 
sharing the same rise 
and the fall 

making all the time 
unheard noises. 

But suddenly 

one began to drift away 
aimlessly diving down. 

| seemed to establish 

a close contact 

with the falling kite 

and started diving down, 
our fall swift and sure 
only the place 

of fall not known. ma 
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Nayapalli A.G Flats 


Reared up 

from no where 

by the magician 

builders 

the match-box A.G. flats 

of Nayapalli 

line up like 

milk maids 

with pots of overhead tanks 
on their heads. 


The flat occupants 

with routined steps 

climb the monotonous stairs 
to encapsulate themselves 
from the neighbours 

from the world outside. 


They 

come down 
collect 

go up 

consume 

come down 

to collect again. 


With patterned bouts of 
meals and quarrels 

their days bee-dance 

into weeks, months and years 
till its time for exhumation 

in the electric oven. ml 


13.10.95 
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Home, Poor Home 


Home, Poor Home 
has gone bitter. 
It is no longer personal. 


It has gone international. 


The telephone 

makes us talk 

to unwanted people 
on unwanted themes 
at unwanted hours. 
People who do not 
have the courage 

to talk to us 

face to face 

or even 

in their dreams 

talk to us 

through telephones 
and we teach our 
children to tell lies 
‘Father not at home!'. 
Home has now access 
to a person 

who is a criminal. 
Home, Poor Home 
has gone bitter. 

It is no longer personal. 
It has gone international). 


Whatever privacy was left 
has been taken away 
by television. 
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It has turned home 

into a theatre, 

a film hall, 

a place of public meeting, 
a cabaret and a mela 
making us witness 

to all kinds of 

mindless moquabila 

and it has 

cut short our vision. 

It has made 

the far nearer 

and the nearer far 

and has reduced greatly 
our socialisation. 

What happens 

to Sadam Hussein 

at 5 P.M. 

reaches home 

little later 

but we don't know 
about our neighbour's son 
twelve hours after 

he met an accident and 
who is now in hospital. 
Home, Poor Home, 

has gone bitter. 

It is no longer personal 
It has gone intenational. 


The wives and husbands 
the homes get these days 
are the products of these 


global homes and their ways. 


If you sneeze 
in quick succession twice 
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you must..give 

a reason nice 

or if you spend 

little more time 

in the bathroom 

you must explain 'why' ? 
to everybody at home 
or else you'll be 
considered abnormal. 
Home, Poor Home 

has gone bitter. 

it has ceased 

to be personal. 

It has gone international. 


The walls of rooms 

at homes 

seem to cave in 
converting the home 
toa big hall 

where 

we sleep together 
breathing at the necks 
of each other 

as if in a big mall. 

In a home of 

2000 square feet area 
you even don't have 

a place of one square feet 
where 

you can hide 

the photographs 

and letters of 

your previous 

boy or girl friends dear 
to make your 
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past eternal 

as you are always 

under surveillance fatal. 
Home, Poor Home 

has gone bitter. 

It has ceased 

to be personal. 

It has gone international. 


To achieve 

great heights 

and efficacy 

you need 

extreme privacy. 

As home, poor home 
is no longer a place 
for such delicacy 

one must leave home 
to do anything substantial. 
But one must go away 
to come back 

and come back 

to go away. 

Come back to get 
refilled and refuelled 
and go away to do 
something creative 
and transcendental. 
Home, Poor Home 
has gone bitter. 

It has ceased 

to be personal. 

It has gone international. mE 


Nov. 19965 
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Templing Together 


You always create a flutter 
while going to the temple 
and | follow you 

like a sacrificial goat. 

"The maid servant 

has not come yet. 

She'll come only when 
we're about to start". 
"Children, you start going". 
"The bucket is full, 

water overflowing. 

Only I'll attend to it. 

No one else is there". 

"No, children, you wait. 
We'll move together". 
"She has come, 

| know, she'll come 

at this moment". 

"Do it quick. 

Don't forget to remove 

the garbage bin today. 
You didn't remove it 

the other day". 

"What about the coconut"? 
"You've removed 

all its covering 

without leaving a bit 

to serve as a handle ! 

You too have chosen one 
without water inside. 

I know I’ve to do this myself". 
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"Have you taken 

some changes with you ? 
I'l have to tell this to you. 
1 know you'll not do this 
on your own. 

When it concerns 

god and worship 

you remain always 

a beginner". 


So at last 

we moved out of home 

to the road 

you ahead 

I following you 

like a sacrificial goat 
unwilling to go for worship. 
Worship, | believe, 

is a highly personal thing, 
a very silent one. 

No priests, no pandas. 

no temples, no processions 
but an ISD call 

after 11 P.M., 

a straight dial to God. 


The temple was crowded. 
We looked for a place 
for our chappals. 

"Keep a watch over them 
while worshipping". 

Pat came the warning. 
Devotees en masse 
reciting Prabachan. 

I stood little away 

and you went inside 
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moving from god to god. 
You know so well 

their protocol. 

When you're away, 

for a moment, 

| enjoyed the Prabachan 
and was nearer to worship. 
But you disturbed me again. 
"Why do you stand 

like an untouchable" ? 

How could you know ? 

| really felt like one 

amidst the devotees that day. 
You then tried to pull 

the tongue of the temple bell. 
You failed. 

The tongue had been tied 
to the bell not to disturb 
the mass prayer. 

But you tried 

again and again 

and | myself felt like 

the tongue-tied bell. 

"Look, children 

didn't appear. 

Where had they all gone ? 
1 know, they're 

your children after all". 

Our chappals were intact 
and on the way back 

you fed me the prasad 

and like a naughty 

but obedient child. 

| stayed back 

to buy a kilo of sugar. #m 
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The Volcano 


If the volcano erupts 
neither blame yourself 
for the eruption 

nor do contribute to it. 
If you want to contribute 
contribute at your own peril. 
Or to be at the safe side 
contribute as you do 

to the diurnal motion 

of the Earth. 

She erupts and erupts. 
It is her nature, 

the result of centuries 
of permutation 

and combination. 

She erupts and erupts, 
her lava spreading 

in all directions, 

some to your children 
and some to children 
who never were 

and never would have been 
but the major share 

is yours. 


Let her erupt. 

She must erupt 

to get rid of her 
eternal itching. 

And she must erupt 
to keep her calm later. 
She must erupt 
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as the cats and dogs vomit 
for a natural cure. 

And when she:erupts. 

don't think of the eruption 
but of the lull after the storm, 
think of the other side of her, 
the cool shade, 

the knotted creepers, 

the warbling of birds, 

the wild roses... 

And when you're 

on that side 

never think 

of the other one 

to survive 

and to live with her 

with love. m# 
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Divorce in Marriage 


My humility 

is misunderstood 
by you 

as pride, 

my silence 

as arrogance, 

my frankness 

as pretence, 

my frugality 

as miserliness, 

my sense of independence 
as defiance, 

my love for food 

as gluttony 

and love for you 

as bestiality, 

my respect for elders 
as flattery, 

my knowledge 

as ignorance, 

my punctuality 
hard work 

and politeness 

as servility, 

my polite 
suggestions 

as cold commands. 


| just can't 

brush aside 

your understanding 
of me over long years 
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as baseless creations 
of your imagination 

as observed 

from close quarters 
there is pride 

in humility, 

arrogance in silence 
pretence in frankness 
miserliness in frugality 
defiance in independence 
bestiality in love 
flattery in hardwork 
weakness in strength 
cold commands 

in polite suggestions 
ignorance in knowledge 
and finally, 

if placed 

under the same 
microscope, 


there is divorce in marriage. un 


20.07.96 
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Whenever | try 

to wash or to dry 
or to iron a saree 
the seer length of it 
baffles me 

and | worry. 

| feel tired 

and defeated 

like Dushashan 

Il scramble 

and | scurry. 


Whenever | look 
for a key or a book 
in my wife's 

vanity bag's nook, 
tiers unfold tiers 
one secret chamber 
leads to the other. 
| get lost 

like Dhrutarashtra. 
I tarry 

and I bother. 


I'll never ever, 

therefore, dare 

to handle and comprehend 
with less care 

those species of womankind 
who handle both 

the length and the intricacies 
with equal equanimity 

and non-chalant 
comfortability. =f 


01.01.96 
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l Wish | be Dumb and Devoid of Language 


The language that we invented 

to bind us together 

is setting us asunder 

and instead of removing barriers 

it itself has become a great barrier. 
The language that we used 

to express our thoughts initially 

is now used to hide them skilfully 
and instead of setting our thoughts in order 
it makes them run haywire. 

The language that we invented 

to bind us together 

is setting us asunder. 


It helped us in the past 

to save some of our times 

but we use them now 

to read between our lines 

as we the language now misuse 
and knowingly wrong words choose. 
There is a need, therefore, 

to study the context 

the faithful body movement 

and what went before. 

It does not heal. 

It does not reveal. 

But it does hide and kill 

and it does certainly hurt 

to keep us permanently apart. 

It has not made us brothers and sisters 
but good actors rather. 
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The language that we invented 

to bind us together 

is setting us asunder 

and instead of removing barriers 
it itself has become a great barrier. 
We can now sharpen it 

like a knife 

to cut our hearts asunder 

or sugarcoat it like a candy 

if we want to use a 

real knife later. 

And while a good person 

but a poor user of it 

is marginalised 

and runs helter and skelter 

the misusers and the defilers of it 
sit comfortably 

who sell, thrive and prosper. 

The language that we invented 

to bind us together 

is setting us asunder 

and instead of removing barriers 
it itself has become a great barrier. 


We use too much of it 

when we should be silent altogether 
and it has made us fay waste our 
non-verbal ways of loving each other. 
It helps us quarrel and fight 

Il am sure 

but does it help us 

understand each other better ? 

It has made use 

great scholars 

and political leaders 

but has it made us 
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better humans 

and better lovers ? 

lt helps us 

make Towers of Babel 

but does it help us 

make a Tajmahal! 

or an Eiffel Tower ? 

The language that we invented 
to bind us together 

is setting us asunder 

and instead of removing barriers 
it itself has become a great barrier. 


| wish | be dumb 

and devoid of language altogether 
like the early cave man 

my forefather 

or like my doggy 

\Wheaty darling 

who has little problem 

in communicating 

and has no language 

to hurt, cut or set apart 

someone asunder. 

The language that we invented 

to bind us together 

is setting us asunder 

instead of removing barriers 

it itself has become a great barrier. uu 


25.08.97 
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Take Back the Love 


Take back the love, 
pure, unalloyed 
unpremeditated, 
unsolicited 

that you gave me. 


I'm no longer 

capable of 

keeping it unsoiled 
unspoiled 

unseparated 

from the premeditated 
dutylike condomed love 
between me and he. 


It's inextricably 

mixed up with 

the lipstick-deep 

mutual interests up-keep 
as-is-where-is 
tariff-on-board 

tarantella love 

that's always all around me 
| do see. 


Take back the love 
pure unalloyed 
unpremeditated 
unsolicited 

that you gave me. mM 


11.07.97 
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My Body 


My body 

who | nurtured 

so lovingly 

has finally become a burden. 
| must leave him 

and leave him for ever. 


For whom | made 
hundreds of dresses 
has become 

an old dress itself. 
The mirror 

a witness 

to all my love 

and adoration 

for him 

has become itself 

an unnecessary irritant. 
| must leave my body 
as a snake 

leaves its skin, 

No, | must 

leave the body 

not just the skin 

like the Lord 

leaving his old body 
for a new one. 

No, not for a new one 
I must leave him 
permanently for ever. 


The body 
who | nurtured 
so lovingly 
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has finally become a burden 
1 must leave him 
and leave him for ever. 


It's my body 

and the body of my father 
and my father's father. 
It's the body of all 

who have born 

and left before me for ever. 
Its too heavy 

too burdensome 

too decrepit 

like an old dug-out 

which lets in water. 


My body 
who | nurtured 
so lovingly 


has finally become a burden. 


| must leave him 
and leave him for ever. 


| must not 

leave him and run 

like Duryodhan leaving 
the body of his son. 

| must leave him 

and run bodiless. 

| must leave him 

and leave him mid-river. 


My body 
who | nurtured 
so lovingly 


has finally become a burden. 


| must leave him 
and leave him for ever. mf 
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Birdy Wishes 


After a day's hard work 

when | know 

I'm not useful for anything 

| feel like hanging myself 

upside down on my legs 

like the bats of the Khandagiri caves, 
like empty cotton bags 

on kitchen pegs. 


After lying low for long 

bored with observing everything 
from close quarters 

with bias and prejudice 

| want to soar high and high 

like a vulture 

on a summer noon 

flapping my wings for a while 

and then floating moveless for a mile 
to survey the world down 

from an objective distance 

like the prime minister surveying 
a flood hit area from a helicopter. 


After a short shower of rain 

in a cloudy rain-soaked morning 
| like to rocket-shoot 

like a king-fisher 

and hang on 

the mid-sky moveless 

for a while 

and then down-shoot 

like a falling star 
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to shake off 

the boredom of my inaction 

like the unpremeditated 

and unpredictable 

rocket-run session of a donkey 

after a long boring bout of drop-head silence. 


in the foggy silence 

of a frosty winter morning 

when | wake up from a dream 

of losing battle 

| want to cock-coo-doddle-do 

with belligerent balls of sounds 

rolling out of my throat 

proclaiming "| fight, therefore, | exist' 
like Duryodhan's harakari war cry. um 


17.03.96 
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An Unwritten Condolence Letter 


My words 

failed me 

when | 

thought of writing 

a letter of condolence 
to my friend 

whose only son 
MANU died 

in a road accident. 

All my words 

seemed to freeze 

into a big block of ice. 
But the post-offices 
have their own words 
and phrases 

for the purpose. 
Should | borrow 

one from them 

to express my feeling ? 
| decided not to. um 


02.01.96 
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2020 


I wish 

! be dead 

in the year 

2020. 

I've no regrets leaving 
earlier even 

as many of my 

best friends 

have already left 
making me feel 

I'm on an unholy extension. 
But what bothers me 
is the feeling — 
Inspite of me 

the stream of life 

will run unstopped 
and 1] be forgotten 
as | have forgotten 
my predecessors. 


i wish 

| be dead 

in the year 

2020 

but permitted 

to peep into the world 
once at the end of 
every 100 years to see 
how much the world 

I lived in so intimately 
has progressed or regressed. mn 
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Rag-Pickers 


The day begins 

with empty bags 

and empty bellies. 
Bribing the guard 

with a namaskaram 

she shepherds 

her two little cherubs 
{minus the rag-pick bags 
and rag-pick frocks} 
through a no tresspassing 
private silent zone 

a short-cut 

to the garbage heap. 


Three bags 

hung on their backs 
like extra limbs 
with rolled-folds 
mouths out 

like the open zips 
of telescopic bags. 
As more rags 

fill their bellies 

the folds unfold 
making more space 
for more rags. 


Picking breakfast 

is part of rag-picking 
and as the day advances 
the bags get filled 

and the bellies too. 
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Is belley a bag 

and a bag a belly? 

The distinctions blur. 

As the day further advances 
they pick their lunches too. 
Are breakfast lunches 

and lunches breakfasts? 
These are 

costly, meaningless 

modern subtleties. 


Keen competition 
befriends cooperation. 
One delouses the other 
with rag-pick hands 
and they quarrel 

over an expensive rag. 
Is competition 
cooperation? 

Can a competitor 

be cooperative? 


They've choices 

and priorities 

to choose 

between rags 

from hotels 

and hospitals. 

Are choices priorities 

and priorities choices? 
Can they prioritise choices 
and choose priorities? 


Do these subtleties 
really matter? mn 


25.09.95 
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The Dishwasher 


l 
Every unwashed dish 
has for her a tale. 
She must rub it 
and scrub it well. 
As a skilled detective 
retrieves the crime 
she retrieves the tale 
from the skinny facts available. 
Every unwashed dish 
has for her a tale 
She must rub it 
and scrub it well. 


Il 
The first dish 
she is sure 
belongs to her 
landlady next door. 
She must have sent 
the dish she cooks 
with fish, cadamom and flour. 
And from the big heap of dishes 
She could guess 
there were guests. 
She must clean 
all the new dishes 
and clean them off 
the smell and the oil. 
Every unwashed dish 
has for her a tale. 
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She must rub it 
and scrub it well. 


I 
The next dish 
she cleans 
she cleans it everyday 
but it's different today. 
The milk has gone bad 
and she must scrub it mad. 
And the next one cooked 
rice pudding she is sure 
The creamy remains 
her assure 
and of course 
the sweet smell. 
Every unwashed dish 
has for her a tale. 
She must rub it 
and scrub it well. 


IV 
The present one she cleans 
cooked meat a week ago 
stayed in the fridge, got spoiled 
which they must now forgo. 
They forgot to eat 
or to give her the curry. 
It has gone to the waste-bin 
which she must now carry,” 
But what she occasionally gets 
are two old chappaties 
and an ancient cup of tea 
that is always stale. 
Every unwashed dish 
has for her a tale. 
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She must rub it 
and scrub it well. 


Vv 
Suddenly the empty dishes 
get filled with cooked fishes 
meat, rice-pudding 
cadamom and flour 
as in a TV advertisement 
for a pressure cooker 
all of which 
she can see and smell. 
But what she often eats 
are two old chappaties 
and an ancient cup of tea 
that's always stale. 
Every unwashed dish 
has for her a tale. 
She must rub it 
and scrub it welt. 


VI 
She rubs and scrubs 
and scrubs and rubs 
till the dishes are cleaned well. 
But her landladies always tell 
"You've not cleaned them well". 
For her, they don't understand, 
cleaning a dish 
is not as easy as they wish 
as she can scrub the dish 
but can she scrub the tale ? 
Every unwashed dish 
has for her a tale. 
She must rub it 
and scrub it well. mm 
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Stray Puppies 


l 
Come Kartik 
dogs go mad, 
each turning 
into a virtual tornado 
on four legs. 
They run miles 
after miles 
often five after 
one paramour, 
their runs 
punctuated by 
frequent fights 
and quick 
unpredictable stops 
to convert goals 
which often misfires 
and the old 
rhythmic run ensues, 
everything becoming 
subservient to 
the desired goal. 
Finally one of them 
succeeds converting 
him and the paramour 
into a strange 
eight-legged animal 
for atleast an hour. 
{Courtsey : Yudhistir, 
the head of the Pandavas 
So the story runs} 
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I 
Come December 
every bitch 
becomes a proud 
mother of ten 
velvety little puppies 
who like little Dhritarashtras 
blindly dash for 
the mother's nipples 
but in her absence 
a mere speckled heap. 
The mother's footsteps 
bring life to the dead heap 
the continuous choir ensues. 
The sluggish ones 
thread through 
the speckled heap 
for an unoccupied nipple. 
The proud mother of ten 
stretches herself full, 
her body completely 
at her puppies disposal 
getting out of it 
a kind of pleasure 
exclusive to mothers 
who breastfeed, 
a picture of 
perfect sacrifice. 
And when a stranger arrives 
she looks in askance 
then instinctively decides 
to flutter her tail or threat-bark. 


nH 
Come January 
the innocent littie ones 
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grow up as nice naughty pups. 
Life seems all play and frolic 
engaged always in friendly fights 
each trying to outwit the other 
with frequent somersault 

And once the mother arrives 
they run to her 

like passengers 

to a late arriving train. 

The sucking and choir ensue 
and the mother again 
becomes a picture 

of perfect sacrifice 

unmindful of her 

empty stomach 

and portruding ribs. 


IV 
Come February 
the puppies get 
accustomed to infrequent 
maternal visits. 
Their velvety skins 
look dirty and soiled. 
The happy comerederie missing. 
The mothers nipples 
get dry before the puppies 
learn to chip in. 
[How long can she 
feed ten converting 
garbage heaps into milk?} 
Breast feeding for her 
now a torture, 
she runs to escape 
but her puppies hang 
to her dry nipples 
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like fish hooked to baits. 
She runs faster 

leaving some behind, 

the stronger on€s 
hanging still. 

When the mother succeeds 
to escape finally 

the happy corporate choir 
gives way to 

personal unhappy whines. 
They must now 

fend for themselves. 
Many unable to 

feed for themselves die 
before they see beyond 
fifty yards 

where they are born. 

The last one 

who survives 

is crushed by 

a running vehicle 

infront of her mother. 
The lone mother 

keeping a lone vigil 

over her son's deadbody 


foolishly not allowing 


even a fly to sit on 
the decomposed carcass. um 


Dec. 1996 
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The Young Goat 


Forcing the young goat 
lie flat on the ground 
the butcher was about to 
slit its throat. 

| hurried with a few 
quick steps 

to avoid the sight. 

But ! could hear 

the last bleating 

of the goat 

and see the sight too 
in my mind 

without seeing it. 
Afterward 

as | proceeded, 

the screeching 

of the horns, 

the sound of a loudspeaker 
from a nearby mosque, 
the crying of a child 
left unattended 

by the road side 

by her mother 
collecting junk, 

all sounded like 

the last bleating 

of the young goat. 

! could hear the sound 
see it and smell it too, 


the iron-smell of fresh blood. 
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The small lake 

that | passed 

on my left 

looked like a goat 

lying flat on-the ground 
and the water 

that passed through 

its swish gate 

looked like blood 
gurgling out of 

the slitted throat. 
Unabte to proceed further 
| stopped, 

trying hard 

to blot out 

what was inside my mind 
deliberately trying to 
stuff it with matter 
that will brace me 
against such feeling 
for animals 

who we kill for food. mm 


12.09.97 
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Betrayal 


Standing on the roof of Kasturba Nariniketan 
they look at the world outside 

and think of the betrayal that was 

and the betrayal that is going to be. 

But no betrayal can match 

the betrayal of parents. 


The prayer they pray everyday 
tells them that the earth 

is their.mother. 

But what is the earth after all ? 


I've never seen such a lot of 
parentless children together. 

| told them Negro and Tribal folk-tales 
of rabbits outwitting lions 


But the relief was only momentary. 


One of the little girls said, 
“Come nextday 

and tell us more stories” 

| promised 

but did not turn up. 

How can | be an exception ? mE 


06.11.95 
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